Their birth no happy star
Attended; rigid war
Beleaguered towns, and far

Deep fields were bloody!
Demure is not the mien
Of Beauty, by her een
The insolent pale Queen

Who makes me ruddy.

What, if I could appear
As you do, and strike fear!
But would she fail to sneer

Who will not heed a
Lover? nor cry ccAbsurd
You are, but as a bird . . . !
Is it to be inferred

That I am Leda?"

Nor would it much avail
Were I to say "The male
In beauty doth prevail

Largely in Nature",
For she would but retort,
*els man the only sort
Whose females must pay court,

My beauteous creature?**

Alas,  befeathered bull!

My love's too pitiful,

Too pensive, kind, less full
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